7 he Tragedte of 

Wblc’a breathcle tin's poyfon. 

Kinq, Rajemuftbe witbftood : 

Giue me his s;a 2 ;e •, Lions make Leopards tame. 

Mowh . Yea^ut not change his fpots-,take but my flia 
And I rcfigncmygage,my dcaredcareLord. 

Tlic pureft tveafure moitall times afiFoord^ 

Js fpotlclTe reputation, tliat away j 

jvlen arc but guilded Loamc,or painted Clay-S 

Ale well in a tenne times bard vp Chcft, 

Is a bold Spiritin aloyall Breaft. 

Mine Honour is my hfo, both grow in one 5 
Take H onour from me, and my life is done. 

Then (deare my Leige) mine Honour let me try, 

In that I liue, and for that will I die. 

Ftn^. Coofin,thro w vp your gage ♦, do you begin. 
’But. O God defendmy foulefromfuchdecpefinnc. 
Shall I feemeCreft-fallen in my fathers fight? 

;Or with palebegger-face impeach my hight, 

Before this oiit-darde daftard? Ere my tongue 
Shall wound my Honour with fuch feeble wrong, 

Or found fo bafe a parlee, my teeth fhall tcarc 
The flauifh motiueof rccantingfeare, 

And fpit it bleeding in his'highdifgrace, 

Where iiiame doth narbour, cuen in Mowbraiesfice* 
W e were not borne to fue,but to commaunoj 
which fince we can not do, to make you friendes^ 

JBe ready (as your life {halt anfwerc h) 

At Couentrie vpon Saint Lamhards day : 

There lhall your Swords and Launccs arbitrate 

The fwelling difference of your fetled hate ; 

Since we cannot atone you,you lhall fee 
luftice defigne the Viftors chiualtic. 

Lord MarlhalljCommaund our Officers at Artncs, 

Be rcadie to direft thefe home allarmcs. 

Enter lohnefGnunt^wth the 7>Htcbtffe»f (^locefter, 

(jOHnt. AlaSjthepartIhadin Woodftoclcsblood, 

Doth more foUiciteme, then yourcxdaimcs, 




Jiich^Yd the Second* * 

Tomrreagainftthebutchcrsofhislife. , ; v ■ 

But fmee correaionlyeth mtliofc handes, ^ 

Which made thcfaultthat wc eonnot corrcfl:, 

Wh^XalhcT^^^ 

Hathloueinthyoldbloodnohumgfirc? ^ 

Edwardi fcauen fonnes, whereof thy felfe art on , . 

Were feauen Viols ofhisfacrcd blood, _ , 

Or fcauen faire Branches fprmging from one roote ^ 

Some ofthofc feauen arc dryed by Natures courfej 

SorocofthofcBranchcs by thePeftmies cut; 

But my dcareLord,my hfc,my 

One Violl full of £dtt>(irMacred blood, 

One flourilhing Branch of his moll royall rootc 

Is craft, and allthe precious liquor fpilt, _ , 

Is hackt downc, and his fummerlcaues all faded 
By Enuics hand, and Murders bloodie axe. 

Ah G,^««f,his blood was thine, that bed, that wombe, 

ThatraettaU,thatfclfcmould,thatfalhionedthec,. , 

^ Made him a man: and though thou liueft and brcathelt, 

Yetartthodflaincin himithoudoftconfent ; 

In fomc largcmeafurc to thy fathers death. 

In that thou feeft thy wretched Brother die. 

Who was thcroodell ofthy fathers life : 

Gall it not Patience, is Difpairc, 

In fufferingthus thy Brother tobc flaughtred; 

Thou fhewefl: the naked pathway to thy life, 

Teachin'gftcrnc Murder how tobutcherthee: 

That which in mcanc men we intitle Patience, . ' 

Is pale cold Cowardice in Noble breafles. 

What lhall I fay ? to fafegard thy o wne life. 

The beft way is, to venge my (jloceflers dcAth. 

'Godsis thcquarrell, for Gods fubflitutc, ' 

His depiitie annoyaitcd in his fight, 

Hath caufd his death j the which ifwrongfuily, 
LctHcaucnrcttcnge^jorlmayneucrUft ^ 

Lr.W ll . . 
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